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fco mingle with my companions. How graceful was this
girl ! Grace was indeed her characteristic, her charm.
Sometimes she would run away swifter than an arrow, and
then, as she was skimming along, suddenly stop, and turn
her head with an expression so fascinating, that she appeared
to me always like a young sunny fawn.

' Contarini!' she would cry in a clear flute-like voice.
How I rushed to her !

I became more amiable to my brothers. I courted more
the members of my little society. I even joined in their
sports. It was whispered that Contarini was much im-
proved, and the Baroness glanced at me with a kind
patronising air, that seemed to hint to the initiated not
to press me too heavily with their regulations, or exercise
towards one so unpractised, perhaps so incapable, all the
severity of their childish legislation.

The visit of Christiana drew to a close. There was a
children's ball at our house, and she condescended to be its
mistress. Among my new companions there was a boy,
who was two years my senior. He had more knowledge of
the world than most of us, for he had been some time a,t
school. He was gay, vivacious, talkative. Ho was the
leader in all our diversions. We all envied him his
superiority, and all called him conceited. He was ever
with Christiana. I disliked him.

I hated dancing, but to-night I had determined to dance,
for the honour of our fair president. When the ball opened,
I walked up to claim her hand as a matter of course. She
was engaged; she was engaged to this youthful hero.
Engaged ! Was it true ! Engaged ! Horrible jargon !
Were the hollow forms of mature society to interfere with
our play of love ? She expressed her regret, and promised
to dance with me afterwards. She promised what I did
not require. Pale and agitated I stole to a corner, and fed
upon my mortified heart.